Marie the
" Why not cover them up?" I suggested.
" Like a Moslem?   I would not cover myself for those
dogs.   I shake my arms in their faces."   But if anyone'
knocked after sunset, she would not dare open.   She flew
upstairs to the little bridge between our rooms and there,
pulling a contraption that communicated with the front
door by means of a string, waited in an advantageous
position for whatever might appear.
I was, indeed, no little troubled at the general loudness
of her ways among our decently secluded Muhammadans,
and did my best to see that she carried on her household
tasks indoors and with die door shut, instead of on the
doorstep in the street* The blacksmith came out of his
smithy one day to congratulate me on these efforts of
propriety, which were apparently observed and applauded
by the whole neighbourhood.
" She has no intellect. She is ignorant,'* he said, " She
is a savage. She is Armenian."
With every crescendo, the little party which had gathered
round nodded approval.
" We all say she is not adapted to one like you," said
the greengrocer with the air of a judge.
An old woman in black, her veil over one side of her face
and a copper water jar on her shoulder, assented vigorously.
The opinion of the street was evidently unanimous.
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